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up, and very like him. As he came on there was a storm
of applause, the curtain fell at once, and Meyerhold was
dragged on to the stage, and received a tremendous
ovation, which, by the way, did not come from all parts
of the house. Russian artists are charming babies.
Meyerhold kept pointing to his various collaborators
to show that the praise was due to them, and there was a
ridiculous scene in which each of them was apparently
saying : " Don't clap me, clap him," and vigorously
setting the example. Now, I did not in the slightest take
this as meaning that the audience wanted the Tsars back.
My sense of the public was the opposite : that they were
very grateful for being allowed to see this representation
of their historical past, and that the Government felt
strong enough not to bother its head in the matter.
It was Moscow that first brought to my notice the
centenary of the publication of Pickwick. The Pickwick
story was presented most charmingly—with a charm
that was certainly early Victorian and certainly bourgeois,
but with an added bit of that special geniality and humour
which is peculiar to Russia, though it blended admirably
with the original conception. It was almost one of the
best demonstrations I have seen of how much natural
kinship there is between the two peoples.
It will rightly be gathered that the plays most fre-
quently presented were those of the old repertoire, but
I saw also a brilliant piece of music of the young genius
Shostakovich, which, following in the succession of great
Russian work in the ballet, is founded on the life of a
collective farm. It was very original, very clever, very
happy, and very amusing, especially the antics of a bour-
geois visitor from a neighbouring suburb, and of an

